. commissloner of corrections.

. but the Davis search wasn't ke the traditional style.:
_wept so far that the young woman became very nervous.

@ long, black, ghiny head. And the pin was rudely drawn from the hat.

of Gotham Eliminated

YORK . —A picturesque bit of New York life is being eliminated pretty
mpldly by that industrlous young woman, Mrs. "Katle” Duvls, our new
She threw up her hands In horror at the hoary
old custom she found in our famous
bastlle, proceedod to got a new broom
and mado & clean sweep. Sho has
even dared to squeich the Insidious
evil of the woman charity worker,
which Is still In grest vogue at Sing
Sing.

Why, It's come to such a pass that
it's almost impossible to pass a “shot
o' hop" to a friend temporarily de
tained.

A young woman called to ses her
husband, accused of petit larceny. S8he
submitted to a search of her person. This has been the rule always, of course,
Miss Davis’ underling
The searcher be-
It had
It
was hollow, in fact, had once served as the cap of a fountaln peu. White
cotton was packed Inside and the core was a quantity of white powder.
“About four grains of morphine,” sald Dr. Lichtenstein, the Tombs physlelan.
Bo the young woman was soon occupying a cell near her husband.

The "morbidity partles” are a thing of the past, too. These sight-seelng
expeditions have become a special joy to New Jersey commuters. In fact,
there are rumors that certaln rallroads have run special excursions that
ruralites might be "uplifted” by a vision of some of the famous Tombs
:nlldnb. A walk over the Bridge of Bighs brought thrills to the New Jersey

eart.

The death knell of the wine champagne affalrs indulged In freely by the
more wealthy occupants of cells has been sounded, also. No prisoner 1s al
lowed to purchase more than 25 cents’ worth of food at one time.

ue Institutions

wame more curlous, and espeecially Intérested in a pretty little hat pin.

Another famous Iinstitution has passed In the rude closing up a ‘tom
Sharkey’'s cafe. Alas, alas, and once more alas, Here 1 will shed a real tear.
Tom's place was certalnly much better than most of the rest !n his neighbor-
hood, and there are dark rumors about the genesis of the affair,

Hut Tom was declared out of order by a city magistrate and sent to the
Tombs for 30 days, where he distinguished himself by shoveling more snow
out of the courtyard than any othér man there, and made himself still more
famous by geiting a greater amount of work out of the prisoners than any
other man since Hendrik Hudson threw the first drunken redskin into a
stockade and forced him to roll cigars for the colony. Tom wuas going to
punch any guy who didn't keep his shovel going.

But while Tom added to hig laurels In the Tombs his famous $10,000
mahogany bar was going, golng, gone for §250.

Conductor Tells of Troubles With Passengers

NDIANAPOLIS, IND.—"Yes,” sald the street car conductor, growing com-
municative alter an n]lermtion with a passenger about a transfer of anclent
vintage, “this here Job's a clnch—you oughta try it. In this business you learn

N LR Wi 3
! L, ) .{ L ™ | | f o

< i / v 4 iph ol
NG OF DHEATN

Uncle Sam’'s latest glant fighting ship was launched at the yard of the
New York shlpbnlldln; company at Camden, N, J,, March 23. Miss Lorean J.
Cruce, daughter 'of the governor of Oklahoma, ls shown In the pleture just
bafore she sent the dreadnaught down the ways by smashing a botua of
caampagne across the bow.
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swards, flats or guné, BPut perhaps
he Ilfked best the bowie knife. That
was o Kentucky defense. Old Colonel
Rowle had devised it. The long, keen
blade, a certain weapon In the hands
of n strong man, it was the common
thing among those who resorted - to
brute strength. No story of hunter
or outlaw was complete In the old
Nick Carter days without the bowle
kuife. It s obsolete now, bul it was
the weapon General Clay knew; when
bis fingera gripped its hilt his own
valor did the rest. He once stood oft
a dozen men in a hand-to-hand cop-
filot, ripping them to ribbons with his
bowie knife and a bowle knife It was
that he kept near him as long as
breath remalned In his body, In that
last warm fight with death.

A fight was natural for General Clay.
He got his title for leading troops in
the Mexican war., He used to say
that no man could got political pre
ferment In Kentucky without a mill
tary title and that he went to war
with that purpose in view, His Mex}
can eampalgning days he endured
with distinetion.

His maln fights, however, were In
connection with slavery, He was one
of the few southern abolitionists. To
what fortultous cireumstince we owe
it that he went to Yale college to
complets the studies he had begun in
Transylvania college does not appear.
But he went. And when In New Eng-
land he was deeply moved by the
speeches of that prophet of abolition,
Willlam Lloyd Garrison. Champlon

PASSING OF ONE-TINE CHILD-WIFE
REGALLS CAREER OF CASSIUS M. CLAY

Strange Marviage of Aristocratie, Fire Eating Southern Abolition-
ist at Age of Ninety and Dora Richardson, the Thirteen-
Year-0ld Child of a Poor White Family, a Union
That Caused a Siege at Clay Mansion.

but recrudescences of the old time
bellicose nature of the man who
fought with pen or bowie knife or
tongue with equal facility. It was
because he was a fighting man that

Loulsville, Ky.—It Is more than ten
yoears now since, the name of Gen.
Casgius M, Clay figured in the day's
dispatches from Kentucky. We used
to read of him in 1903 as an old man

things about folks, you do. For In-
stance, t'other day a sorry-lookin' old
party wanted to ride free with me be.
enusge he hadn't the price of a fare and
he was too old and sick ta walk, but
I'd seen him before and 1 sald ‘nixie.’
1 thought the men on the back plat-

(BUT A
I'M oLD
AN SICK S
- AH’
SIDES

with a bushy white mane in a state of
slege at his family mansion near
Richmond, Ky., with faithful retaln
ors, armed with guns, defending the

the marriage with the child wife and
the reluctance to be interviewed on
the subject attracted attentlon.

Those were the days when faithful
servitors of the old aristocrat guarded
overy approach to White Hall, the
manor house of his estate at Rieh-

ll” =

form would put me off, the way they
went at me and the company und
everybody connected for a soulless
bunch, and at last one man tried to
make me ashamed by coughing up a
nickel. The old man was grateful to
Bbim and went in and picked out the cholce seat in front where he could put
his two feet on the other seat.

“Says | to the nlckel giver, “You think I'm a elgar sign for heart, but If
you want to get wise just drop off when the vener'ble gent does and be &
sleuth., If everything’s all right report the next time you ride with me and
I'll give you this nickel back.'

“Well, that got him curlous like, and he did it, and some time later 1
happened to plek him up again, and the first thing he pushed me out a cigar.
*Say, pardner, you were right about that old guy,’ he sald. ‘What did he do but
beat it for the nearest booze Joint and load up with a good stiff ‘un, and then
carry off & pint of red julee, and he didn't ask the barkeep to give it to him
nelther.’

"A girl one day handed me a transfer, It was punched for the wrong day,
the wrang hour and the wrong line, but she croesed her heart and said she'd
Just got it, so I let It go, "cause, of course, you can't set a little kid girl out on
the curb. At the end of the line I notleed she was having trouble with her
mind and she says, ‘Say, mister, I wasn't telling you no story about that
transfer. 1 did just get It. I just got it off the pavement, I ain't got a cent
now, but I'm goln’ to bring you the nickel I owe you." ‘All right, slssy,’ I sald,
and thought no more of it, ‘cause folks don't usually fetch nickels when they

opce get away, but a day or two after that, when I came to the end, there wia |

my girl walting, all shriveled up with cold, and with my nickel tucked In hot
mitten. Say, I just felt like I wanted to walt for that girl and marry bher by

mond, Ky, with loaded guns; when
the house [teelf was In a state of
sloge. guna bristling from its win.
dows and sentries keeping incessant
watch.

That Impertinent curlosity of the
public regarding his private affairs
irritated the old fighter. The bitter.
ness that arose between the doughty
old general and his kinsfolk follow-
Ing his strange marriage aroused his
animosity. He did not besitate to fire
on a couple of deputies who ap-
proached to serve a writ demanding
furniture which belonged to his
doughters. His Spartan spirit did not
hesitate even to threaten to fire at
his own son, when the latter would
have made peacn. HMHe wos of an -
placable nature.

He was a fightlng man born and
I'bred and he died a fighting man, de-
|nyiug entrance to a physiclan, with
| his trusty bowle knifé near his pil-
low and his guns within reach. The
lhody of the old man might decay; his
spirit nothing =ould quench.

A food of momoriea comes with the

Gen. Cassius M. Clay.

mention of the death of the child

and by."

| besleged house against attacks by
| process servers and the curlous pub-

Shooting Follows the Loss of One Cigarette | ““ruc name i only rocaited to ming

ILWAUKEE, WIS.—A quarrel over

s clgarette resulted In two men belng

shot and a sixteen-yearold boy charged with the shooting early the other
morning,

Gust Ewert, elghteen years old, 502 Madison street, was shot in the

left breast, the bullet striking directly
vrer the heart.

Albert Behmlidt, twenty years old,
660 Sixteenth avenue, received a bul-
let behind the right ear. Vincent
Walsh, sixteen years old, who, accord-
ing to the police, did the shooting, waa
held over on a warrant charging him
with assault.

After the shooting, which oceurred
at Ninth and National avenues shortly
after three o'clock, Ewert was taken
to the resldence of Dr. Harry 8. Pig-

| gins. An examination disclosed that the bullet, which was steel tipped. had
‘Jodged half an inch beneath the surface of the skin in the chest wall.

Schmidt's examinuation at Emergency hospital by Dr. Scheele showed that

the bullet had struck the mastold bone of the skull just behind the left sar.

Bt plowed through the hard shell and Into the soft cellular recesses of the
bone and thence ran into the ear, from where It was easily extracted.

The story told by the three concerned was ldentical in that the shooting
resulted from the theft of a cigarette from Walsh’'s mouth.

. Bwert, Bochmldt and several other young men passed Walsh on the street,

900 of the two victims spalched Walsh's clgarette from his mouth,
) The lad drew a revolver fromn his pocket and fired three times, It ls said.

_ 3]'.0 bullets found marks.

_\ﬂo More “Spooning” Via This Bank’s Telephone

'l' LOUIS, MO~Cupid was blocking the right of way of Mammon, so the
" doorg of the public telephone booths In the National Bank of Commerce

mud When the bank bullding was erscted special booths were

cted on both sldes of the Olive
t entrance. They had lnrge glnss
and were sgound proof. They
_meant for the use of persons
o had confidential communications
r their financial agents.
0 ing couples took possession of
mrbb-nnod glass-doored, sound-
‘booths. Famous fnanclors, with
Anterests in stock and bonds,
ook Instant communication
ﬁl‘mu
¢ might be on the “buli” side of

m Every moment meant the loss or mn of thousands of

ti_. men of Mammon wialked nervously up and down the tessalated

bank, or pounded st the glass doora,

Love laughed at bankers

than # leugha at Jocksmiths,
dehuh.ulﬂthunmunmm-

-

now by the dispatch the other day
announcing the death of Dors Richard-
son, the erstwhile child wife of the
aged warrior and statesman,

It was one of the strangest ro-
mances in history, that strange affin.
ity between the old muan, the aristo-
erat, scholar, diplomat and soldier,

unkempt girl of a poor white family.
He was ninety, she was thirteen. He
was old enough 4o be her great-grand-
father, yet he muarried her.

It was the old man's dream to take
the untaught child, accustom her o
the ways of culture, educate her,
make her a fitting heir for his name
and estate. He carried out his part
of the plan, but the poor child could
never accustom herself to her un-
usual surroundings. After she tired
of the dolls and the other toys he
bought her she pined for her own
folks and, when he saw it was Inevit-
able, Gen. Clay ylelded gracefully,
dowering her with some of the pre-
clous helrlooms of the Clay family
and giving her a house. The girl, in
tarn, having married Riley Brock, a
youth of her own:station and age,
‘named her first born Clay Brock.

And pow her little day of fame Is
ended. Death has closed the moat
unusual romance of the old Blue
Grass state. PFinis Is written, Gen,
Clay was all but forgotten prior to
1003 when his marringe to the glip
of a girl brought once more Inlo
prominence the hero of a departed
age. Now he will recode into history.

The events growing out of that mar-
riage, the beleaguerad state of hin
houge, the opposition of his ehildren,
the sensations that developed wers

DYING BOY'S WISH GRANTED

Washington Youth, With Incurable
Heart Trouble, Sees President
Wilson at White House.
‘Washington—A nine-yearold boy,
dying of heart trouble; was brought
to the White House to have his de
lln lo m “=l h&. mnud m br

the sclon of one of the proudest lines |
in Amerjca and the llttle, untutored, |

|

wife of this fighting Kentucklan,
memories that are now boginning to

Dora Richardson, at Thirteen, When
She Became Wife of General Clay.

harden into formal history with the
passlag from the stage of the men
who recall the day when the name
Clay was a name to conjure’ with, In
the halls of cohgress, in the secret
chambers of diplomacy, on the bat-
tlefields of the country a Clay has
gver made his Influence felt. Ever
since the country has been a coun-
try thére has been s Clay to figure
In Its history, If there were no con-
troversy to take part in & Clay would
start one. And now the Inst of the
family is gone—the Ilast fNghting

taken to Atlantic City, where thers Is
o chance that he may live a few weeky
longer. He was taken to the White
House In an ambulance and waa
brought into the blue roem on a cot,
where the prealdent and Mrs. Wilson
greeted him, The president made the
boy happy by presenting him with a
bouquet -ot forget-me-nots.

General Clay's Mansion.

of an unpopular cause, Garrison be-
came a hero to young Clay. It may
bhave been becanse the great aboll-
tionlst was with bravery puiting up
# losing fight that the Kentuckian
admired him,

At all events when he went back
among his Kentucky slave holding
friends he went back an ardent abo-
litlonist. Fearless eospousal of that
cause logt him the re-election to the
stnte legislature In 1841, In 44 he
stumped the North with all the lm-
petuosity of his flary nature for the
plection of bis {ather's cousln, Henry
(Jlay, to the presidency

In a barricaded bullding, more re-
gembling an arsenal than a printing
office, In the city of Lexington on
Kentucky's slave soll he lssued In 1845
The True American, openly advocat-
ing antislavery.

And all but forgotien was he, had
it not been for his strange marriage
and his child wife, whose passing the
other day revived memories

DECLARES DOGS SEE SPIRITS

Miss Lind Also Believes That All Anl-
mals Have Souls—Comes to Fight
Vivisection,

New York—"You've got to stop
kicking my dog around"

The lady Is here to make you stop.
Miss Louise Lind of Hageby, cham-
pion of the anti-vivigectionists, of
world-wide fame, arrived on the Lu.
sltania from Liverpool, Miss Lind saye
that she 18 far from being opposed to
selence, but she ls violently opposed
to cutting up live dogs and other anl
mals for the benefit of science. She
sayvs that it J8 not necessary. Some
years ago she had erected in Lon-
don & monument to “The Little Brown
Dog: the Victim of Vivisection.”

College students tore down the mon-
ument and o fow riots followed. But
the champion of the little brown dog
says that the monument served its
purpose in directing attention to the
gacrifice of live animals to sclence.

Miss Lind says that it was a visit
to the Pasteur institute in Paris which
originated the crusade In aid of the
dog and other animals subjected to
torture for science. She is on her way
to Washington to attend the Interna-
tional Anthvivisection and Animal
Protection (Congress.

The friend of the canine Is Interest-
ed lu & number of women's move-
ments. She s a suffragette but does
not belteve In militancy, she says. Mil-
itancy, she belleves, is as bad as vivi
gection, In its way

Miss Lind is also a student of psy-
chic research, She was a friend of
the late Willlam T. Stead, who went
down on the Titaniec. She belleves
that dogs and other animals have im-
mortal souly as well as human be-
ings.

“It Is just as reasonable,” sald the
lady, “to admit that animals have im-
mortal souls as that we have. 1 be
lHeve that dogs may see spirits. We
often see exhibits of a high order of
intelligence in anlmals. How often
have you observed a dog iying at your
side suddenly rise, with his balr bais-
tling and a strange look in his eyos?
He sees wmcthlng which you oannot

see”
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jocted to his singing, Mrs. Charles
Albers seeks u separation

Roosevelt's Works Bring 30 Cents,

New York.—S8ix volumes of Theo
dore Roosevelt's works were sold at
auetion for 30 cents at the defunct
Unlon League club, Brooklyn

Mmm Agalnst Autos.
Me. mmq-m
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my wife or not at all,
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: By HARMONY WELLER,
oooao.oo-opo.uoooo..onoo.:

Mary Perkins did not answer the ad-
vertisoment for a maid out of a spirit
of adventure, On the contrary, she
was In abeoluote need of employment
in order to make both ends of her
finapcinl life meet. The embroldery
she did was tot remuperative enough
to pay expenses and Mary hed no fur-
ther business tralning.

The young suthor who had advyer-
tigsed had pondered long and deeply
before pulting forth his need in the
newspapers, yet there was to alterna-
tive. Heé must have some one to look
after his home and he was old-fash
loned enough to feel that o woman and
not & man should do It

When he answered Mary Perkins'
ring at' the door bell Everly hoped it
would be an applicant walting there.

The girl standing outside was alight.
Hor hair was neatly brushed back and
her eyes looked curiously large
through the thick-lensed glasses she
wore. Her skin was of a dull, almost
Indian hue,

“1 have come in answer to your ad-
vartisement for a mald,” she sald, and
KEverly opened the door.

His writing den was nearest to the
entrance, and thither he led Mary Per-
kins.

“All that le essential for me Is,”" he
sald to her, “that you can keep houso
intelligently—and quletly.,” He looked
nut the girl In so helpless & way that
Mary was tempted to laugh. "If you
could manage in balf a day 1 would
much prefer your belng here only from
ten o'clock until after my dinner in the
middle of the day.”

“That will suit me.,” Mary replied.

The arrangement delighted her, be-
cause it left her afterpoons free to
continue her embroidery and thus add
to her Income,

“Have you had your breakfast as
yet?™ she questloned, taking the reins
within her capable hands,

“1 was finighing a story.” he sald by
way of answer,

Mary rose to her feet

“If you show me my way about the
house I will prepare something for
you."

And from the very beglhning Mary
took ecomplete possession of Everly's
establishment,

So excellent was Mary's cooking
that Everly ventured to suggest one
of the dreams of his author's mind
Always, since the beginning of his
Iterary career he had wanted to have
editors and publishers dining at his
own table

“That is,” thought Everly, "it Is easy

it Mary will stay and serve dinner.”
He went forthwith to the door and
called her

When she stood beslde him, Everly
found his eyes opening a trifle wider
than was ususl with them. Mary
seemed o different, so altogether dif
ferent from the girl she had been. |t
took him s moment or so to realize |
that the thick-lensed glnsses had been
discarded; that the skin was curlously |
fair and the halr wonderfully riotous

“You called me, gir?" Mary sug-
gested.

“I ealled the old Mary
you done to yourself?!”

The girl blushed und became sud- 1
denly abushed

“] grew tired of looking so plain,”
she admitted. “When I applied for the
position 1 was very much in need und
I felt certain you would not enango
me an a mald f—" she broke off with
downcast eyes,

“I most certainly would not!" sald
Everly with conviction. He sighed a
second later and Mary asserted her
rights ns a successful domestio.

“My fingers have not lost their cun-
ning with the culinary art Just because |
1 am less homely than you thought me. |
1 can serve as good a meal and keep ‘
vour house as clean as 1 ever did. so |
why may 1 not be myself?”

“I am porfectly well awara of A&l
these facts,” Everly admitted, “but
that does not alter the fact that you
are far too lovely, too altogether beau-
tiful to—" he broke off and smiled at
the humor of the situation

What have

“Too beautiful to what? asked
Mary.
“Well—the fact is,” ndmitted Ever-

ly, “that it has been the dream of my
life to have i home to which [ can in-
vite my friends. I wanted, next Sat-
urday night, to give a omall dinner
party to six men, that ls—providing
you would have been willing to ar
range everything for me.”

“And why may 1 not? I can stay all
day Saturday and I will plan and serve
n dinner that will make the editors ac-
cept every story you send them.”

“And have them all vying with
each other for your attention when
they see you—no, thanks' Because |
Everly was completely mystified as to
his own sudden emotions and quite un-
able to cope with the situation he
turned to his typewriter. That move-
ment had always been Mary's eue to |
exit, I

it was scarcely five minutes before
he heard her soft knock on his study
door. When she came in he laughed
aloud, partly from relief and partly
because of his new emotiog,

Mary's skin was dark; her heavy
glasses were in place, and her hair
was severely drawn back.

“How many covers shall 1 arrangs
for—for the dinner party, sir?” ghe
questioned,

Kvarly jumped to his feat, took the
glagses from her eyes, dragged the
pinloned tendrils of soft gold hair from
thelr captivity and lnughed whimsical
Iy down into Mary's flushed face.

*I have thought of the only possible
way to keop you,” he sald breathless-
1y, for things had happened rather sud-
denly, "you understand—do you not,
dear?"

A moment later Mary looked up.

“put the dinner—I[ want to serve
that."”

¥l have told you the one condition
under which you can preslde,” Everly
snid firmly; “either you are here as
I would have
to got a strange girl it ru—-
"ll 1 let m—-'m
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That’s what everyone
thinks of this great,
historical romance---
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FOREST;
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You know that Mr.
Parrish has wrilten
some of the biggest
successes ever pub-
lished. There's ac-
tion in every line
he writes. Intense
interest, excitement,
and an absorbing
love theme are irre-
sistibly combined.
In this new story
he is at his best.

!
|
|
;

I

Indlan Fighting and Hairbreadth
Escapes in and abeut Cinein-
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A atory of the stirring days on
our western fronties in 1791,
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